DKATH   AND   TO-MORROW
can't fight without hate. Hate of the German Ls practically the life-
preserving instinct of the Frenchman; and even in bringing that out
the government failed miserably. When war broke out a woman
said to me in Aix-les-Bains that in the afternoon we would hear the
tocsin: there was no tocsin. Carlyle would have deplored that; and
Carlylc would have been right: it was the tocsin that had given
Dumouriez victory. In the first phase of this war France was bereft
of the tocsin. In Paris, on the Champs Flysees, I often passed the
shop-window of the German Mercedes cars. That shop-window
was unhurt. It had seemed to me that something must be funda-
mentally wrong with France because nobody had broken that win-
dow. If you haven't the energy to break windows where will you
find it for breaking the enemy? The eight months' lull put France
to sleep and we know that the grocer believes in early to bed,
which, according to him, is healthy and wise.
But all those deep-rooted faults weren't enough to make France
fall; you needed the new-fangled warfare as perfectioned by the
Germans. And had France's spirit been the true French spirit the
Panzers and Stukas would have still defeated France. Had there
been no Channel, England would have been overrun too. With all
my faith and flaming loyalties, I wasn't yet so blind as not to see that.
However, if there had been no moral collapse the defeat of metro-
politan France would have taken longer and the enemy's losses
would have been immense. The French Fleet would have been
saved, the generals in Africa and in the Middle fiast would have
continued the fight, the Italians would have been smashed in Africa
and the whole war would have taken a clittereut course. The
Germans would have had to immobilize many more troops by
having to occupy an overtly inimical France in its breadth and
length, and there would have been no helpful leakages in the
blockade with the help of snug Vichy. For the final bla'/e of the
grocer is Vichy. Petain is the last of the grocers. In one of his
speeches he alone took the responsibility before history: he couldn't
have been thinking of history. I'm sure he was thinking of sausages,
tins and cheeses, to save which he not only deserted his ally but a
thousand French years.
The future, there from the palliasse, appeared to have but one
solution: a complete fusion between ting land and France. Just
because their characters are so different it becomes a necessity.
And they need one another. Each has something the other Jacks,
and without having it near at hand the other is miserable. It had
been a great English fallacy, or call it tragedy, that England thought
she wasn't a Continental power, that the affairs of the Continent